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Sticky Fingers 


Author's Notes: 

This fic is all Ang\'s fault. She planted the bunny, and what was originally meant to be a drabble rocked in 
at.well, quite a lot more. Inspired my my hatred of James\'s current slicked back, greasy \'do. Oh, and many, 
many thanks to Ang for all her hard work editing this, and all her encouragement along the way. 


"Where the fuck is my fucking Redken?" James straightens up from delving through his duffel bag. Kirk winces 
as James's back audibly cracks. James kneads at the small of his back with one large hand before turning his 
attention to the drawers in his open flight case. By the time his search is complete, the floor is littered with 


clothes and magazines. 


Lars and Rob pause in their preparations for the show. Kirk looks first at Lars, who raises his eyes to heaven 
and brandishes his top quality, designer hair products as if to say "The fuck would | be doing using Redken?". 
He then shifts his attention to Rob, who is watching James toss the contents of his drawers onto the floor, 
with a somewhat bemused expression on his face. 


Kirk tries-and fails-to suppress a smirk Should James happen to look in his direction right now, he would know 


exactly where his precious Redken was. Or, at least, who knew exactly where his precious fucking gel was. 


Luck is apparently on his side though, as James stomps out into the hallway, yelling for Bean, the wardrobe 


mistress. 

"Where'd you fucking put it, Kirk?" Kirk looks at Lars, arranging his features into a suitably bland expression 
"| don't know what you're talking about, Lars." 

"You hate that fucking greasy, combed-back look of his more than any of us. It stands to fucking reason one 
day you'd crack and do something about it" Lars crosses the room as he speaks, until the tip of his index 


finger hangs an inch from Kirk's nose. 


Outside, in the arena, the crowd roars along to the music playing over the PA, and several thousand pairs of 


feet stomp along to the rhythm. ‘Mama Kin’, he thinks idly. 
"Where is it, Kirk?" 


"You might as well spill it, man," Rob puts in from the other side of the room, where he is now putzing around 


with a bass. "He's going to find it eventually. And | wouldn't want to be you when he does.” 
Kirk scowls, pushes Lars's finger aside, and gets to his feet. 


"He can live without it for one fucking night. It might even persuade him to cut his goddamn hair instead of 


looking like he dunks a bucket of oil over it every fucking morning.’ 
Kirk tosses this last comment at Lars and Rob as he heads for the door, only to walk smack into James. 
James strides forward a couple of steps, forcing Kirk to step back, then folds his arms and looks down at Kirk. 


He's grinding his teeth in a way that suggests he's trying hard not to lose his temper, and it doesn't look as if 
he plans to move anytime soon. 


"Where'd you put it, Kirk?" 


Kirk returns James's regard with an implacable one of his own and plants his feet firmly. He can feel that 


smirk fighting its way back to the surface, and he presses his lips together hard. 
"You can either tell me where you put it, or | bend you over my knee and paddle the answer out of you." 


Actually, that sounds like fun, and he's pretty sure James thinks so too. He isn't going to give him the 


satisfaction of knowing that, however. Kirk crosses his arms and smiles beatifically. 


‘I've got a hundred bucks that says you can't lift me past your popping knees. Your back can't take it" 


Kirk knows he is pushing a button that never fails to get the Mighty Hetfield riled up. He watches James pull 
himself up to his pull height, sees his chest puff out defensively. 


Out of the corner of his eye, Lars and Rob are quietly getting to their feet and inching towards the door. 
"Make that two hundred and my gel and you got a deal." 
Kirk smirks and holds his arms out to his sides in a ‘Well, come on then’ gesture. 


"Easiest two hundred | ever made," he says as James cracks his knuckles and advances towards him with a 


predatory smile on his face that makes Kirk's stomach churn with excitement. 

James bends, gives out a slight grunt, and then groans as he hefts Kirk over his shoulder. 

He's slower to do it, and it's obviously more painful than it has been in previous years, but Kirk's sudden, 
close-up view of James's black denim-clad ass tells him James can still most definitely toss him over his 
shoulder. 

"Fuck," James pants out as he straightens up. "This used to be easier." 

Kirk's cheek bumps against James's back, keeping time with the slow steps James is taking across the room 
towards his chair; the material of his t-shirt makes Kirk's cheek tingle. The close-up view of James's ass is 


actually giving him an idea, among..other things. 


"Uh, James?" He cranes his neck in an attempt to look around James's waist and up at his face, but gives up 


and instead addresses his back. "You might want to make a quick pit-stop." 


His cheek bumps one final time against James's back, and then they come to a stop. A few moments of silence 


pass. Then: 
"You got something you wanna tell me, Quirk?" 


"Maybe you want to put me down first?" Kirk isn't exactly fond of the idea of landing head first on the 


concrete floor, once James's suspicions about who took his gel are confirmed. 
"Nope." Another grunt as James hoists Kirk into a firmer grip. 


It's just, | was thinking, we might be needing something..slick.when we get over there." Kirk shifts his hips 
slightly, grinding his hard-on into James's shoulder. 


"And you'd just happen to have the perfect fucking thing, huh?" 


"Sure. In the second drawer." Kirk reaches around James to point at his flight case. A long-suffering sigh later, 


and Kirk's cheek is bumping once more against James's back. 


His view tilts slightly as James reaches to open the drawer and dig around in the various shit inside, his grip 
loosening on Kirk as he does so. Kirk yelps and grabs James's hips to support himself, as he hears the sound 
of his possessions dropping onto the floor out of his sight. Knowing James, it's deliberate. 


"Kirk, l'm going to whack your ass so hard you won't be able to sit down for a week." Apparently, James has 


found his Redken. "What the fuck did you hide it for anyway?" 


"Because for once it would have been nice for you to not look like McDonalds uses you to supply all their oil 


needs." 


Kirk suddenly finds himself sliding up and back, his chin bumps against James's shoulder, then his feet touch 
the ground, and he's looking up into James's face. James is most definitely not a happy camper. 


"You couldn't have talked to me about it?" Kirk rolls his eyes and snorts, giving James his best ‘Do | look like | 


have a death wish? stare. 
Uh-oh. Wrong move. 

James looks as though he's about to blow, and not in the way Kirk would like. Time for a distraction, then 
‘Hey, you know what?" Kirk plasters what he hopes is a charming smile onto his face. 


"What?" James folds his arms, and frowns down at him, but at least he's stopped looking like his head is about 
to implode. What exactly would that look like, anyway? 


Kirk takes advantage of having both feet on the ground-for the moment-and sashays over to James, sliding 
one arm up and around his neck and plucking the tube of Redken from his fist with his other hand. After a 


moment, James unbends enough to slide an arm around Kirk's waist in return. 


| can think of a couple of better uses for this-" Kirk waggles the tube of gel under James's nose "—than 


coating your hair in it" 


He stretches up just enough so that he can brush his lips over James's, just enough to make both their lips 
tingle from the contact. James's gaze flicks away from him, no doubt checking that the door is closed. Kirk 
kisses him again, pressing a little harder until James parts his lips-got your attention, did |?-enough for Kirk 
to slip his tongue between them, feeling James's hand slide up his back to tangle in his hair, and his tongue 


wind around his, and- 


Kirk pulls back, a little breathless, in time to see James's eyes fly open He can practically see the "Whah?" 


forming on James's lips before it tumbles out of his mouth. 


"Get the picture?" Kirk asks, grinding his newly reappeared hard-on against James's thigh, biting his lip to keep 
in a grunt of pleasure at the friction and heat it created. 


Understanding lights James's eyes, and both his hands cup Kirk's ass, pulling him against James, and it seems 
he's definitely getting the picture. Another breath-stealing kiss, and then Kirk feels the plastic tube being pulled 
from his grasp again. He pulls back to ask James what he thinks he's playing at only to find James already 
looking at him, predatory grin still in place, which can only mean trouble ahead. 


"Ja- m 


"If you think I'm spreading that shit on my dick, you got another fucking thing coming. This was your fucking 


idea, Hammett. Drop ‘em and turn around." 


Kirk obeys-looks like he's won after all-and jumps when a slap is delivered to his left ass cheek, just hard 
enough to sting. 


"The fuck?" His voice is barely more than a squeak. He turns back to scowl at James. 


"What, you thought you were going to get fucked after all that? Not fucking likely, Hammett. Now get over 


here." 
And that, apparently, is that: 


ey a 


